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Mickie Kennedy 


Seven of Diamonds 

Everything is science: the beauty that is lost 
in pinned wings on foam board; 

the way ice freezes in the water pipe coming from the street. 

Everything is also a study in the bits of ugliness 

you must overlook when staining slides for the microscope, 

so that plant-wall scaffolding resembles red honeycombs. 

The swirl of possibilities between sandwiched glass; 

the elegant facts of a pickling jar where a fetal pig 
split into mirror images fused at the spine. 

This is the way I chose to remember you, beneath goggles 

in 10 th -grade biology: the fragmented prayer 

you hummed to yourself as your scalpel vivisected. 

The heaviness of a skipping stone, whether aimed 
at window pane or pond, is the same. 

The leaf cutter can be tricked to follow a different path 
using pheromones, yet the list of who would do that 
starts and stops at scientist. 
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The stainless-steel balls on a doctor's desk transfer energy 
back and forth at the speed of anxiety: cancer or not, 
the Schrodinger's cat in a file he opens to find the cat alive 
or dead. The whole order of things alleviated on the vine. 

Is knowing the lyrics to a song more damning than the fact 
that you sang them in the mirror? 

Everything you eat is medicinal unless it kills you. 

The folder in the doctor's hand is not a sentence, 
but a lump of sour dough left unattended in a bowl. 

I tear at the waxy part of a leaf. I am the botanist next door 
on his way home from a shrub. 

Everything is okay, and it is not. There will be some trial 
and error, but, in the end, all outcomes can be measured 
in the flip of a coin or spin of a bottle. 

The time I spun and it landed on you. Everything is that kiss, 
and the years it took to unfold again on the page: 

a dead butterfly that still manages to open its wings, 
as if pain and dust were a bucket always being emptied; 
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ordinary things in the world cataloged, and made beautiful, 
my notebook filled with pen & ink drawings, measurements; 

the movement of time through dimensions in space, 

the street magician who asks if this is my card, and I say yes. 


Mickie Kennedy is a gay American poet who resides in Baltimore County, 
Maryland with his family and two feuding cats. He enjoys British science 
fiction and the idea of long hikes in nature. His work has appeared in 
American Letters & Commentary, Artword Magazine, Conduit, Portland 
Review, Rockhurst Review, and Wisconsin Review. He earned an MFA from 
George Mason University. 
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Sister Chapman 


untitled 

One night when you're over 
a spider descends from the ceiling and falls 
into my suitcase before you can stop it 
You tell me the following morning 
that you had a nightmare about trying to 
capture the spider and that once you did 
it grew and escaped its prison 
Sprouted wings and began to fly 

According to Freud, spiders 
are symbolic of the mother 
The phallic mother 
I'm the phallic woman 
Never a mother 

Spiders are symbols of feminine energy 

and Eva Hayward asserts that all trans women 

are spider-women 

Our environments 

extensions of our own embodiment 

You say that you don't like killing spiders 
That you leave them in peace in your apartment 
I wonder if I am merely a spider 
Spinning my words into poems 
Strands that make up a web 
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Maybe this book 

will be a web once I am finished with it 

I'm Nina Katchadourian 

Keep me under a jar on your desk 

I think again of you saying that I paralyse you 
and is that not what a spider's venom is? 

A paralytic? 

A neurotoxin? 

I don't bite you, merely kiss your face and wrap you 
up in me 


Sister Chapman (b.1995) is a Southern California-based artist who 
investigates notions of self as subject/object. Drawing from personal and 
cultural archives, her practice contemplates intimacy, desire, and 
relations of power through writing and filmmaking. Chapman holds a 
Bachelor of Fine Arts from Southern Methodist University, and a Master of 
Fine Arts from the University of California, San Diego. Her work has been 
included in exhibitions, screenings, performances, and publications, both 
nationally and internationally, in venues including the Women's Center for 
Creative Work (Los Angeles), Czong Institute of Contemporary Art (CICA, 
Korea), RAIZVANGUARDA Associagao Cultural (Boidero, Portugal), Altes 
Finanzamt (Berlin), and CURA. Magazine (Rome). 
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Penn Kemp 


At the Initiation of Imbolc 

We are in the same weather thousands 
of miles apart and yet I carry an image 
of you shoveling alongside the walk, 
heaving snow with a cheeky grin that 
by the end of the driveway is grimace. 
Though we talk, I can't quite figure out 
what you're saying. Your mouth moves, 
your lips shape words that fly like birds 
on the frost breath, cartoon apparitions, 
and conversation curls in upon itself. 
Response quickens into a new poem. 
Exhalation is exhilaration in the cold. 
Small hairs in my nostrils are spiked: 
a word which leads me to mull over 
Burgundy and cinnamon spiced hot. 
Thought our forecast is bleak mid-winter, 
snow squalls are more easily weathered 
than political disruption and upheaval. 
Trump addresses the state of disunion. 
The blood and full blue moon eclipses. 

A phrase from a poem I read today— 

"in the revolving question of a field" — 
leads beyond the shoveled path to 
the woods we think we know. As if 
trees belong or we to one another. 
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All your particulars of sheen sparkle, 
snow in pale sun, the showing forth: 
Candlemas, Celtic cross-quarter day. 
Baby and his mother presented pure. 
Bridget spreads wide her crimson cloak. 
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In the Air 


While the Savannah Sparrow is changing 
his tune to match oil drills in disappearing 
mixed grass prairie. While fires encroach on 
your home up the hill among the pine. While 
the Sonora desert of the Okanogan is under 
evacuation alert and the venomous northern 
scorpion thrives here where you'd least expect 
(but can avoid since they glow in the dark)— 
you return after a twenty-hour flight to land 
jagged and jet-lagged. Home a sight for sore 
eyes, the sting of local smoke: those tears are 
scorching accusation against their tormenters. 
Culture shock is not in the journey but upon 
returning to what we hope is haven and fear 
will turn out to be temporary respite, a station 
on standby, ready to run at a moment's notice. 

As thunder torrents roar through backyard birch, 

I wish I could blow our rain west to douse those 
Kelowna flames in steady, ongoing downpour. 
However vulnerable, remember we're connected. 
Across jet stream back to you in BC, in Kelowna, 
the hill house where I imagine you still writing, 
impervious to flood but to fire storms susceptible. 
We share a similar story, weather forever with us. 
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Penn Kemp is a poet, performer and playwright living in London, Ontario. 
Her newest book of poetry is P.5. (Kalamalka Press, 2020), a collaboration 
of poems with Sharon Thesen. Other recent books of poetry include River 
Revery and Local Heroes (both published by Insomniac Press), as well as Fox 
Haunts (Aeolus House, 2018). See www.pennkemp.weebly.com for more 
on Penn and her work. 
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Eduard Schmidt-Zorner is an artist, translator and writer of poetry, haibun, 
haiku and short stories. He writes in four languages: English, French, 
Spanish and German. He lives in County Kerry, Ireland, for more than 25 
years and is a proud Irish citizen, born in Germany. 
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John Grey 


A Philanderer On Trial 

No profit in continued silence, 
it's a night of raw talk. 

She jabs at you with one word, then another. 
Your self-effacing look is cut open. 

Blood stains the parlor carpet. 

She sets the hounds 
of honest speech upon you. 

They tear at the throat that strains to speak. 
And, when they're not biting, 
they drown you out with baying. 

You've been found out. 

Your hunger's exposed. 

Your thirsts are unprotected. 

But then her love comes to the rescue. 

It offers those dogs a bone. 

They take it greedily. 

You look a mess but you'll live. 

A light, born of relief, shines from you. 

It makes a shadow of a tree behind you. 

A hand reaches up to grab the lushest fruit. 
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Maggie Plays Her Dulcimer 


Song warm and cozy, 
fingers dart from string to string, 
vibrating steel pleasant to the ear. 
music in a rush one moment, 

then suddenly slow, letting the surrounds take over, 
mountains with their own rhythm, own tempo, 
woods full of answering bird voices, 
a trill, high or low, for every note plucked. 

She's here on her wooden porch, 
giving voice to the hard work 
that bookends her playing, 
caressing the love she feels for others 

out of her instrument or resonating 
with the sadness she knows is in the world. 

She looks up and out, down and in, 
loses herself in the tradition, 

then breaks out fervent, personal. 

Her audience could never play the way she does. 

Crouched and silent, 

they're stroked like a finger board. 
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John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in Sin 
Fronteras, Synaeresis, Dalhousie Review and Qwerty with work upcoming in 
West Trade Review, Willard and Maple, and Connecticut River Review. 
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Bruce McRae 


The Book 

i 

It's the book angels read 
in the darker side of heaven. 

It contains the first stone 
Elijah ever hurled. 

There are chapters from the Devonian era. 
Entire sentences have been lost 
on their way through night's forest. 

A divine hand has cut 
whole passages away, 
only to reveal yet another story. 


A book of light, from the time before time. 
The biography of a pebble. 

A barbarous memoir. 

The psalms of life, 
a collection written in a minor key. 

A tale of smashed atoms, 

a very indefinite stew, 

its recipes for the dead and the dying. 
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iii 

Who wrote the book? 

A disembodied hand wrote the book. 

A host of Nephilim. 

The head honcho of a Georgian chain gang. 
A committee of fools wrote the book. 

A violent diktat 

with a taste for blood and punishment. 

You and I, we wrote the book. 

Can't you remember? 


iv 

Be very quiet, 

the book is in the library, 

perching on a high shelf. 

It is now 'The Diary of the Mad Physician', 
its leather binding creaking 
like a sign in the wind. 

Now it's the old pope's hagiography, 
coveted by collectors. 

They can scarcely parse a page 

for the semen stains and welling tears. 

When its title is read aloud it makes the sound 
of a foundling sighing on a rainy day. 

The pages are too heavy for turning. 
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V 


Some of the words in this book are 
eidolon, spelt, mandatorium. 

Some of the words are jentacular, 
cuirasses, hennin, vair. 

Some are armamentarium, 
panegyrist, skurrlywarble, lochia. 
One of the words is isn't. 


vi 

And just who will read this book? 

A man on fire. 

An apparition in a village hall. 

The blind sorcerer's daughter. 

This book shall be read by presences 
recently exiled from the nether-realm. 
An unwitting student of the arcane arts 
is placing his money down. 

He must be mentioned. 
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Bruce McRae, a Canadian musician currently residing on Salt Spring Island 
BC, is a multiple Pushcart nominee with over 1,600 poems published 
internationally in magazines such as Poetry, Rattle and the North American 
Review. His books are The So-Called Sonnets (Silenced Press), An 
Unbecoming Fit Of Frenzy (Cawing Crow Press), Like As If (Pski's Porch), 
and Fiearsay (The Poet's Haven). 
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Editor's Review 


Poet Laureates Will Not Put You to Sleep 



bad animals by Tom Cull 
Insomniac Press, 2018 
ISBN 978-1-55483-212-5 
104 pgs., $19.95 

Local Heroes by Penn Kemp 
Insomniac Press, 2018 
ISBN 978-1-55483-206-4 
154 pgs., 19.95 




Over the past ten years, my former place of abode, London, Ontario, 
has had but two Poet Laureates, both of whom did an admirable job 
in their roles as ambassadors of art for the Forest City. A short two 
years ago, both of these individuals released books via Insomniac 
Press, which for a few years now has been based in London, joining 
Brick Books and Baseline Press as nationally renowned imprints of 
literary excellence. Both carry the trademark stylings of each writer; 
both are impressive in their delivery of off-the-norm subject matter 
and in the intricate language by which they are conveyed. 

bad animals serves as not only an expanded edition of the 2013 
chapbook. What the Badger Said, but is much more, completely 
fleshed out with freshly scribed narratives of family, the relationship 
of human with nature, the humour found in the consequences of 
environmental degradation, and the closer examination of animal 
sentience and the way the acknowledgement of such affects how we 
live and conduct ourselves in the greater ecosystem. 

Cull's penchant for examining our routine disrespect for the lands 
and rivers around us reveals his expert manner of steering clear from 
didacticism and instead opting for the comedic, the poignant, and 
the dramatic telling of a story that achieves what a proselytizing 
attempt would do but in a non-imposing voice or morality. 

After Rivers sets the tone early: 

your brush will paint the blue-green algae 
on the canvas of a perch's belly 


In Cull's writing, art always strikes first—message second, all the 
while never negating what he wants to say. And in bad animals, the 
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health of our waterways are fought for in a way that a simple treatise 
could never do: 

In April, the carp return to Wellington Bridge. 

Lumbering mud barges, they dredge the muck, 
subterminal mouths form the Scream of Nature— 
they savour tasty bits of crud, send up plumes of silt 
like spice harvesters on a watery dune. 

— from "Trash Fish" 

There are also tender moments of father & son, brother & brother, 
uncle & nephew—all of which complement the stories of our 
mammalian friends who at times are rendered by Cull's pen to be as 
human as us. This is a book of inter-being, intertwined by a poet's 
ability to look, to listen. 

Landscapes are described both in the flash of road travel and in the 
introspection of a horizon's study; Huron County, in particular (for it 
is the place of the author's upbringing). But the urbanity of London 
beckons again and again, along with places of visitation (e.g. Ripley's 
Aquarium in Toronto). The vignettes are not afraid of adopting a 
jocular tone— Preparing for Apocalypse: 13 Survival Tips, a worthy 
example. And even in Noro, a horrid stomach virus has just enough 
whimsy to make it through the night: 

I light scented candles, binge beer and Netflix. 

She moans in bed, talks to herself; 
the cat bellows outside her door; 
the air turns saccharin Cinnabon. 
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On the Shooting of a Black Bear , specifically, can make the reader 
momentarily forget the seriousness of the plot but does not cross the 
line into irreverent morbidity, while Show and Tell carries this 
pervading aura into further episodic reflections. 

The long poem. Full Fathom Five brings bad animals to a close and is 
revelatory with regards to Tom Cull's selfless work as coordinator of 
London's Antler River Rally. Here, vacuum cleaners will not spook / 
schools of fish you can't teach nothing, / brother carp have seen 
stranger; / they've gazed up / through frozen ceilings / at shopping 
carts at war in the night, / abandoned, wheel-less, bent, / pressing 
down on the ice, / waiting for spring to crack critical mass— / a river- 
bottom burial of rusting bones. 

Poet, activist, and environmentalist are all wed in the intricate 
meshing of tears, of words, of laughter. And at the end, the "bad 
animals," yes, are better than we. 


While the second Poet Laureate was serving the community 
tirelessly, there was certainly no moss growing on London's first, 
whose term from 2010 to 2012 was marked by constant engagement 
with its citizens. Penn Kemp has been on a tear of late (Barbaric 
Cultural Practice was recently published by Quattro Books, with Fox 
Flaunts by Aeolus House). 

Kemp's adroitness as a playwright and storyteller makes Local 
/-Zeroes an informative delight of local art and history—its epicenter 
an in-depth narration of her father's passing and the evocative 
sounds that accompany the transition from his life's frailty to a peace 
found in death: 
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Snows give way to monochrome of early spring in muted miles. // My 
father is dying in a field of colours. I do not know when or / if I will 
reach him in what we call time. He is flying, floating out / beyond 
spectrum, through the ring of fire, beyond the last wave. 

Time is not linear in this telling of the beloved Jim Kemp, an 
esteemed painter and father. Flashbacks give breath to what is 
laboured, offer iridescence to an expectation of sepia tone. The 
author immediately stuns upon exposing a moment of 
enlightenment: 

Dawn begins in courtesy, day 
frays us to night afraid of one more 
dark. 

Here where the heart is home, 
sequestered in our separate 

rooms behind the shade, we curl. 

-from "March 2" 

At the onset of Local Heroes, there is an initial segue from Penn 
Kemp's The Triumph of Teresa Harris (a stage production from 2017) 
which afterwards splinters into historical poetry that creates a 
posterity of verse not only for the aforementioned Ms. Harris and the 
just-discussed Jim Kemp, but, by the book's close, Souwesto giants 
Greg Curnoe, James Crear Reaney, Colleen Thibaudeau, James 
Stewart Reaney, Alice Munro, and some surprise guests at the end. 


Londoners may be familiar with Teresa Harris and her family as a 
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result of Eldon House lore. But Kemp brings to us recollections of 
exotic trips (India, Tibet) brought to light by alliterative, succinct, and 
fluent lines: 

We exchange formal family high tea for rancid 
yak butter tea laced with salt. My mother would 
bitterly complain if she knew how far I'd left her 
white linen, white skirts, white house for the peaks. 

—from "The Dream Life of Teresa Harris, b.1829 d.1928, vi" 

There are the stories behind the animal trophies that will placate 
human vanity within the Harris family hall: the faces, horns of which 
will haunt the protagonist, Teresa, who is portrayed at times as 
clearly being classist (albeit, the norm for the day and the Empire)- 
nose upturned at those supposedly beneath her: Those filthy 
Tibetans bathe once a year and 

The servants are no more than animals to me—animals 
who prostrate themselves before their betters, the bedecked, 
bejewelled lamas who rob the poor to paint their palaces in 
lavish, garish gold. What could I possibly learn from such odd 
benighted folk? I couldn't even teach them English manners. 

— from "What the Ram Said" 

Stricken with dysentery and disillusioned by her half-a-world-away 
locale, Teresa pines for the privileges and sanctuary of her London 
home: / dream in the albedo of snow / of our white house gleaming / 
Himalayan high on the hill. // I dream in the mountain pass / of 
romping on our lawn , of / batting croquet balls uphill. 
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It is in the complete context of the 19 th -century that Teresa Harris is 
still a redeemable figure: in St. George's Eulogy, her second husband 
(St. George Littledale) says. In those bygone Victorian days, she was 
easily my / intrepid equal. She eluded any ordinary boundaries //for 
a woman of her time and position in colonial / London society ... and 
further on. She was my comfort. // My solace, my joy. What woman 
of her breeding would / have dared to scale the mountain passes that 
we managed? 

The tributes to London's artistic trailblazers concludes Local Heroes : 
Greg Curnoe and the searing image he always brings to mind — 

The wheels of his bike are still 
spinning orange and complementary 
blue onto the page, the pavement. 

And pigment on canvas, vivid as 
his tattered sweater, his legacy 
our heritage in old deeds ... 

— from "Travelling Lights" 

The Reaneys are then justly championed for their literary and 
supportive contributions (poet/playwright James, his poet wife 
Colleen Thibaudeau, and their son James who recently retired after 
decades of covering the arts for The London Free Press). Of the late 
Colleen, Kemp makes her dazzle with Sea-green eyes in an Irish face 
observing, not to judge but / birdlike, leaping upon the treasure of 
salient particularity / of poets and peers ... 


Having recently lived for a year in Huron County, I'm happy to see its 
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Nobel Prize Laureate, Alice Munro, connected to our other local 
heroes—and subsequently its towns and landscapes adopted as part 
of our own (bringing full-circle, to me at least, the present-day 
laureate of poetry hailing from that region). In Alice(s) on 
Wonderland, Kemp says: Since she loves // 'Alice in Wonderland/ I'm 
telling / her all about Gregory Maguire's //fanciful take, 'After Alice.' 
Then / we continue with old takes untold // of love, death, grief, and 
who said/ what when. Until we stop history, // our way is blocked... 

Kitty Lewis' Brick Books, the late writer Bonnie Burnard, and Olympic 
Gold Medallists Tessa Virtue and Scott Moir are the ones that Penn 
Kemp has chosen to spotlight as this collection closes, perhaps 
begging itself for a sequel to one day come. 

One haptic system rings in tune with 
the other not by happenstance but by 
exquisite design, creating the perfect 

illusion of romance. This pair knows 
their true trick is always in landing home. 

—from "Mirror Neurons" 


—Andreas Gripp 

(updated from a review originally posted on Blogger) 
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Kenneth Pobo 


J. Edgar 

Mud is your name Hoover always gets his man 

—Van Dyke Parks 

I don't care about gossip—maybe 
you and Clyde were gay, maybe not. 

I do care about years of fear 
you built into many lives, 
billy clubs, how you prevented 
our security clearances. I like a song 

by Mary Hopkin called "Martha" 
about a woman who thefts 
other people's business—you, 

J. Edgar, are Martha, only with better pay. 
Presidents feared your paper trail. 

When you died, associates burned 
330,000 papers, a lovely fire. Martha, 
meet your worms, hungry and waiting. 
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Cain Stain 


When I rode my tricycle down our neighbors' cement steps, 

I needed stitches that left a mark on my forehead. 

"Is that the mark of Cain?" asked my Sunday School teacher, 

Mrs. Kralix. She was an angry person, sealed up 
behind a smile. I said I didn't think so. Who's Cain? 

She busily put out plates of raisin cookies 
in the church basement. I read about Cain 

in our home encyclopedia. Dear me, big trouble. 

Could I be soulless? Had I murdered someone? I often 
imagined killing kids at school but (I don't think) I had 
actually done it. By junior high the mark had faded. 

I was like everyone else. Not really. 

By then I knew I was gay. I got beat up. 

The boys always left marks. 


Kenneth Pobo is the author of twenty-one chapbooks and nine full-length 
collections. Recent books include Bend of Quiet (Blue Light Press), Loplop in 
a Red City (Circling Rivers), Dindi Expecting Snow (Duck Lake Books), and 
Wingbuds (cyberwit.net). His new chapbook, Your Place Or Mine, just came 
out from the State Poetry Society of Alabama. Human rights issues, 
especially as they relate to the LGBTQIA+ community, are also a constant 
presence in his work. In addition to poetry, he also writes fiction and 
essays. For the past thirty-plus years he taught at Widener University and 
retired in 2020. 
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Darija Stipanic studied Fine Art and Art History at the University of Rijeka, 
Croatia, graduating in 1997. Darija is active in sculpture, painting, and print, 
and has had exhibitions in Croatia as well as South Africa, Serbia, Slovenia, 
Italy, Slovakia, Mexico, China, Lithuania, Macedonia, Japan, Bulgaria, and 
Canada. The first four works presented in this issue of Beliveau Review, in 
sequence, are: What Remanded I, The Power of the Sea, Kanegra, and 
What Remanded II; while the fifth is taken from a trio entitled The 
Camellias Essence and the sixth from a series called Black & White World. 
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Meg Smith 


Geese Forming an Arrowhead 

—Lost Lake, Groton, Mass. 

This sky is burning 
and even the reeds 
fall to shadow. 

There is only one thing more, 
and it is this; geese rising, 
three in formation, 
with their cry in the dusk. 

They rise with no election, 
no temperance. 

How did I come to stand, 
in this dark frame, with you? 
Nothing remarks upon 
flight or migration. 

Nothing remarks outside 
ourselves. 
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The Robber Fly 


Now comes a song in the desert, 
a whisper-whine, 
a pause of electricity. 

Something speeds past, 
hooks, claws, fine, black hair— 
a death warrant. 

I turn away. 

This thing is not made for comfort 
or the consolation of green stems. 
They are made for the air, 
the bloodless art of new life. 


Meg Smith is a writer, journalist, dancer, and events producer, living in 
Lowell, Massachusetts. Her publication credits include The Cafe Review, 
Poetry Bay, Polarity, The Horror Zine, and Atlantic Currents: Connecting 
Cork and Lowell. Her most recent poetry books, Pretty Green Thorns, 
Night's Island, This Scarlet Dancing and Dear Deepest Ghost are available on 
Amazon. Her short fiction collection, The Plague Confessor is scheduled for 
publication this fall. She welcomes visits to megsmithwriter.com 


42 



Jason O'Toole 


Sleight 

The magician's best friend, 
the black thread. 

Watch your card rise 
from his deck 
& spin. 

Now you know why 
he always wears black 
to these occasions. 

Should he make you 
disappear, who or what 
shall appear in your place? 

A rabbit, 
an elephant? 

Someone made bitter 
by experience, 
or kind & learned? 

You never meet 
the same person twice. 
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River Walking 


Waters, malignant, 
lap hardscaped riverbank, 
shall not wash away 
foot traffic, friendly 
vice & caprice. 

Gross astral tourists 
to pseudo-Nirvana 
of barbecue joints 
& overpriced taquerias. 

Treeless, concrete shores. 
No roots dip 
into dead stream 
in which swim 
no fish. 
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Papilio Glaucus 


Sparrow's beak tore free, 
band of blue spots, 
ripped slit 

through yellow wings, 

framing pine needles 
on verdant branch, 
she swoons. 

She doesn't die here 
& was last seen 
flying above the canopy 
against a summer sky. 


Jason O'Toole is a Rhysling Award nominated poet, musician, and elder 
advocate. He is the author of two poetry collections published by the Red 
Salon, Spear of Stars (2018) and Soulless Heavens (2019). Recent work has 
appeared in journals including Neologism Poetry Journal, The Scrib Arts 
Journal, The Wild Word, and Vita Brevis, and in several anthologies from 
presses including Twist in Time, Riza Press, and Moon Shadow Sanctuary. 
He creates music with Herr Lounge Corps, based in Czech Republic and Alec 
K. Redfearn, based in Rhode Island. 
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Andreas Gripp 


Paris 

This one is not so Grand 
as its river, no Seine 
cutting at its heart 
or couples arm-in-arm 
a mid ye t'aime. 

We can see 

the eroding townscape 

from this crowded 

rooftop bistro, 

and there's a souffle 

on the menu you'd like to try, 

while I scan the varied wine list 

for Chateau Valfontaine. 

We made a hard, last-minute 
left off the 403, figured 
Brantford would be dull, 
there's only so much 
Bell and Gretzky 
we can digest, yet again. 

And substituting for a tower? 
There's the truss bridge 
serving the railway 
that traverses the muddy banks. 
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its lattice now a respite 
for a dozen, migrating flocks, 

and, upon which, the locals say, 
some have confessed their love; 
plunged down in ultime liberte. 


Andreas Gripp is the editor of Beliveau Review as well as its predecessor, 
Synaeresis. He lives in Stratford, Ontario, with his wife and two cats. 
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Edward Lee is an artist and writer from Ireland. His paintings and 
photography have been exhibited widely, while his poetry, short stories, 
non-fiction have been published in magazines in Ireland, England and 
America, including The Stinging Fly, Skylight 47, Acumen, Synaeresis, and 
Smiths Knoll. He is currently working on two photography collections: Lying 
Down With The Dead and There Is A Beauty In Broken Things. He also 
makes musical noise under the names Ayahuasca Collective, Lewis Milne, 
Orson Carroll, Blinded Architect, Lego Figures Fighting, and Pale Blond Boy. 
His blog and website can be found at https://edwardmlee.wordpress.com 
The five paintings in this issue are, in sequential order: (Un)Fallen No. 1, 
(Un)Fallen No. 10, (Un)Fallen No. 14, (Un)Fallen No. 5, and To Birth 
Ourselves. 
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Renee M. Sgroi 


Water is 

quicksilver, changing fates 
water is trilobites and arthropods 

is fresh awakening 
the rain that awaits 
the ends of sunny days 

water is friend 
to mold and holds 
the larvae 

water is ocean and is seas 
is elemental because it 
calls us back to ourselves 

water is open and water is closed 

is spiritual because it cleanses 
water nurtures sunlight in its fingers 
turning rays to apple blossoms 
floating on waves 

water dies and rises again, a splash 
a burble as a child's laugh 
water to water and rain to rain 
we aren't dust or clay, we melt 


54 



we are 


water, and as such we float 
through lives we think are 
sediment, but we 

water at play is water 
is the bear splashing salmon 
and she the bearer of water 
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red foil corrugated streamer 


dangles, ends in a red foil heart 
shiny and inelegant 

because love waits in any house 

if the kitchen stove is always on 
boiling pasta or potatoes in time 
to music dancing in the background 

and singing because we know nothing 
but how to dance and fill this energy 
with joy though we will shed our share 
of tears and red 

foil corrugated into streamer 
concluding in a tinsel heart 
because the children liked it 
and you know your heart is theirs 
because there is no science in forgiveness 

and happiness from your generosity 
and mind, we weren't made to hate 
each other and indoctrinate with lies 
deceit, what is gained by 
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hiding a snowy apple in the bush 
when the fruit of passion is always filled 
with poison there is a name for this 
and the name is envy in all of us when 

the fruit has soured or the apples have 

given way to the acts of oxygen 

on the very last day will you have thought 

about a red foil corrugated streamer, heart that 
your children loved going out the back door? 
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Daughter's Lament 


I wish I could still telephone 
to you about the old complaints 
the pastel-coloured sheets 
the faded unbecoming drapes 
and hear in my ear your mezzo 
and know the blue-green sea 
your eyes contained. In another 
era they would have made 
a doll of you, a replica 
of your face, your olive skin 
so free of imperfections 
even death didn't leave a trace 
to dial up the past, to call 
back this present, empty space 


Renee M. Sgroi is the 2020 runner up in the UK's erbacce poetry prize. Her 
debut poetry collection, life print, in points will be published this fall with 
erbacce-press. In 2019, her unpublished novel was shortlisted for the 
Guernica Prize. In 2018, she edited the poetry anthology, Written 
Tenfold (Poetry Friendly Press). Renee's poetry has appeared in several 
journals and anthologies, including Synaeresis, Prairie Fire, The Prairie 
Journal, Fresh Voices, The Banister and Verse Afire. She is an Associate 
Member of the League of Canadian Poets, the Past President of the 
Brooklin Poetry Society, a member of the Association of Italian Canadian 
Writers as well as The Ontario Poetry Society. You can find her online 
at: https://reneemsgroi.com 
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Jennifer Wenn 


Bluesman 

—for James Cotton 

Fryfogle's it was called, 
on the south side of Dundas, 
just west of Wellington, 
a little spot that back around 
the mid-eighties drew some 
big acts for those in the know, 
sometimes jamming the place 
way beyond fire code. 

I was young back then, early twenties, 
Caucasian-Canadian university student, 
time stretching in front of me like 
an endless-seeming ocean. 

Read that somebody called 
James Cotton was coming to Fry's, 
a mean harmonica player, 
an ace purveyor of the Blues, foundation 
for much of what we listened to. 

I'd never paid attention to that 
but was looking to fill an evening, 
was ready to give a hearing, 
slid on down early, staked out 
a primo spot, stage-side table, 
and cued up a beverage. 
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Born eighth of eight to 
African-American sharecroppers, 
poor Delta country near Tunica Mississippi, 
forty miles south of fabled Memphis. 

Papa Mose doubled as a Baptist preacher. 

Mama Hattie loved playing harmonica. 

Learned the harp from her quickly 
while still Mozart-young, 
entertaining field hands, blazing away 
at Saturday night juke joints. 

Orphaned at nine, your well-named Uncle Wiley, 
bound and determined all that talent 
would not be wasted on cotton fields and 
small-time joints, wangled an intro 
to a harp master, the second 
Sonny Boy Williamson, Rice Miller. 

The scheme worked, he took you in, 
handed on the secrets, 
passed down the traditions, 
showed you life on the road, 
until he had to follow a different star, 
left you, at fifteen, his band. 

Too immature, too wild and crazy, it all splintered. 
Kept playing and kicking around until 
destiny stepped in and hooked you up 
with the legendary Muddy Waters 
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as a backup plan for the 
brilliant, tormented Little Walter. 

By 1960 you were Muddy's main man, 
spectacularly breaking out at the 
Newport Jazz Festival. 

By '66 fronting your own group and 

on the long, meandering road to London, Ontario. 

Roots stretching all the way to Africa, 

nurtured and brought to bloom by 

descendants of slaves in the Deep South 

welding spirituals and work songs, 

hardscrabble striving and fierce passion, 

theoretically uncomplicated 

yet technically deceptive 

and viscerallya cathartic, 

musical Mount Everest 

encompassing despair and hope, 

love and heartbreak, all of life, 

scaled only by the intrepid 

gifted with ropes of 

imagination and creativity 

hooked to pitons of 

deep feeling and honesty, 

including the Delta son of 

an amateur player and a preacher. 
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You bounced out on stage with the band, 
launched into the first number, 
a firestorm of radiant joy in the moment, 
energy enough to power the street, 
enveloping the room with a 
scintillating tonal mosaic, 
voice rich as pecan pie, 
harmonica an extension of the soul, 
pulling sounds unearthly and deep-rooted, 
stinging and caressing, moulded 
into a majestic emotional bridge 
spanning one and all. 

But it was the eyes, mirroring every note, 
looking right inside and pulling me in, 
linking across age, culture, heritage, 
leaving a mark indelible and 
a lifelong love affair with the music. 

The Central Library occupies the space now, 

drawing children to explore, 

workers to lunch in the reading garden, 

concert-goers to the Wolf Hall, 

street folk looking for shelter for a while, 

the curious to hunt up a book 

or search out a website, 

CBC Radio to their new storefront home; 
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but there will always be an intimate bar, 
a young student from the north, 
and a Blues master blowing down barriers 
and bidding eloquent, exuberant welcome. 


Jennifer Wenn is a trans-identified writer and speaker from London, 
Ontario. Recently published is her first poetry chapbook, A Song of 
Milestones (Harmonia Press/Beliveau Books). She has published poems in 
The Ekphrastic Review, Open Minds Quarterly, Tuck Magazine, Synaeresis, 
Big Pond Rumours, LOOP Fresh Voices, Wordsfestzine, and the anthology 
Things That Matter, and has written From Adversity to Accomplishment, a 
family and social history. She has also spoken at a wide variety of 
venues. Jennifer has a day job as a Systems Analyst at Canada Life and is 
the proud parent of two adult children. 
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Ronda Wicks Eller 


Wedding With No Blood 

Where is she. Lord of Unity, where is 
the kind face, the midnight help, 
the autumn wedding, the wedding 
with no blood? 

— Leonard Cohen, Book of Mercy #22 

The pillow sinks beneath his head 
and his mind transitions. 

His unrequited day cloaks itself 
with numbing fingers and 
shrivels to shadow— 
the stage set. 

Baited, 

always baited, 
he hopes for midnight 
and his lover's restoration; 
her unfailing grace so magnificent 
his fleshy hands dare not touch 
and never could retain. 

She is a virginal bride. 

She is a "mother of many." 

She is his private servant. 

She is his salvation. 
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She is the holy and unholy 

woman of every dreamt vista. 
She is his everything. 

He dozes off, self-abandoned, 
reciting marriage vows and prayers 
for a celestial honeymoon 
he would easily die for. 


Ronda Wicks Eller is the author of the From North to South series of novels 
available from Skywing Press. Her most recent books of poetry are 
Fioofprints on the Moon (Skywing Press), Ashram of Love (River Bones 
Press), and Field: Fiaiku andSenryu (HMS Press). She currently lives in Perth 
County, Ontario, https://rwicksellercwg.wixsite.com/home 
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Beliveau Review 

Call for Submissions 

Beliveau Review is a free, digital journal, published quarterly, 
showcasing Canadian, American, and International poetry, 
visual art & photography. It is a continuation of Synaeresis: art + poetry. 

At the present time, there is no payment available but there are no submission 
or reading fees of any kind. The editorial staff is volunteer-oriented. 
Contributors will be able to download a free PDF ofthe issue 
they are in from the Beliveau Review website: 

beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/beliveau-review 

poetry (lto 6 poems) 
photography (lto 6 photos) 
visual art (1 to 6 works) 

Please emailyour submission as a separate attachment (MS Word / jpg). 
Please include a brief bio of yourself as well 
in case your work is selected for publication. 

Email address: beliveaubooks@gmail.com 

Response time is one to two weeks. 

There are no particular themes in Beliveau Review 
other than exceptional writing and visual art. 

The subject matter is open, though please don't send in any workthat is 
derogatory to or demeans a person's gender, orientation, race, ethnicity, faith, etc. 
No graphic violence or pornography 

(please note that nudity and pornography are not necessarily synonymous). 
Please send only new and/or previously unpublished offerings 
(We don't regard social media sharing as previously published). 

We welcome submissions from ALL poets & artists (though please keep in mind 
the aforementioned), and we especially encourage writing from folks 
who are BIPOC, LGBTQA2+, Women, People with Disabilities, 
and Individuals who have been marginalized. 


New from Beliveau Books 



An anthology of selected poems from Afterhoughts magazine 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/books 





All 12 issues of Synaeresis can be easily read & downloaded at the 
Synaeresis: arts + poetry website: 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/synaeresis 
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Synaeresis: arts + poetry website: 
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New from Beliveau Books 



Written In Situ 


New Poems by Carrie Lee Connel. 87 pages, perfect-bound. 
To order, please visit: 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/books 


New from Beliveau Books 



New poetry by Andreas Gripp written in Stratford 
where the author now resides. 54 pages, perfect-bound. 
To order, please visit: 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/books 







The Beliveau Review stands in solidarity with 
Black Lives Matter and against the oppression, 
abuse, and exploitation of our sisters and 
brothers which have been going on for centuries 
right up to the present day. It's critically 
important to use the platforms we have to speak 
out in opposition to injustice, hatred, and 
violence—in this context perpetrated against the 
Black community; and also against Indigenous 
People (both in this country and around the 
world). People of Colour, People in Poverty, 
People with Disabilities, Women, Children, and 
members of the LGBTQIA2+ community. 
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